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to high hills of dark and dense blue, for they presented their
shadow-side to us; and again, as far as the eye could reach, other
blue mountain ridges, all of which lay on the road to our desti-
nation. The intensity and variety of color in this desert land-
scape is indescribable, and it was ever changing in beauty of
form and line. Occasionally a glassy lake of water was formed,
as if by magic, and the masses of rocks and shrubs at the farther
edge were reflected and twisted into fantastic shapes; then all
would disappear; it was the ever-deceptive mirage.

The enthusiasm of the bigger German, one of bur travelling
companions, knew no bounds, and although he was not a brother
of the brush, he manifested a keen appreciation of the beautiful.
I find, in a letter to a friend, written at the time of my trip, the
following phrase: " Our big companion fired off his enthusiasm
like" cannon-balls, and seemed to jump after them, in his ardent
appreciation of nature." The fact of his limited knowledge of
French or English accounted for his eagerness in trying* to
make us understand his feelings, which were certainly genuine;
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